CHAPTER III

FROM the day when Koshevoi installed himself in the
Melekhov hut everything on the farm took a new turn ; in a
short time he had mended the fence, and carted in the steppe
hay and stacked it on the threshing floor, neatly thatching
the top; in preparation for the harvest he fitted a new
platform and wings to the harvester, diligently cleaned the
floor in readiness for the threshing, repaired the old winnow
and mended the harness. For he was secretly dreaming of
exchanging the yoke of bullocks for a horse, and said more*
than once to Dunia : " We ought to provide ourselves with
a horse. Driving with these yoked apostles is like going to
a funeral." One day in the store-room he discovered a tin
of white lead and ultramarine, and at once decided to paint
the house shutters, which were grey with age. The Melekhov
Ixut seemed to grow young again as it looked out on the world
with the bright blue frames of its windows.
Mishka proved to be a zealous master. Despite his fever
he worked without folding his arms. Dunia helped him in
everything.
In the first few days of their married life she grew distinctly
better looking, and seemed to spread in the shoulders and|
hips. She had a new expression in her eyes, in her walk,
even in the way she tidied her hair. Her former awkward
angularity of movement, her childish assurance and energy
vanished. Always smiling, and grown more sedate, she
gazed at her husband with loving eyes and saw nothing of
what was happening around her. Young happiness is always
undiscerning.
But with every passing day Ilinichna felt more and more
keenly the loneliness which had come upon her. She had
grown superfluous in the house in which she had spent
almost afl her life. Dunia and her husband worked as
though they were building their own nest in some new spot.
They discussed nothing with her, and did not ask her